TURKISH    TRIUMPH                        2O?
brow the secret agents of a dozen European governments
were busy poking their noses into every bit of dirty linen
in order to earn their salary. Young men, worthy of a better
future, who through good honest work had won an academic
degree or a commission in some European army, spent their
days endeavouring along painfully amateur lines to cross-
question chambermaids as to the erotic and other secret
habits of diplomats residing in the place, for the sake of
the good old flag of their respective countries. Their false
moustaches slipping out of place in their enthusiasm, they
prowled like Gherokees on the warpath, tracking Turkish
and other delegates even unto the scene of the most hush-
hush performances, in the secret hope that the gentlemen
might drop something. These young people prided them-
selves on a patriotism for which no sacrifice was too great,
no lavatory too malodorous. In their spare time many of
them were probably in the habit of going through their
own dirty linen, just to keep their hand in.
Many European gentlemen hardly knew in the general
confusion for which country they were spying; while the
Greek, Levantine and Armenian hotel-porters, footmen and
servants hardly knew for which country they were not spying.
And as always in this heroic kind of atmosphere, the old
saying applied, 'A knave sees nothing but knaves.' Every
living soul came under suspicion. Not being a particularly
conspicuous figure myself, I was taken only for a British,
Turkish and Russian spy, and that only during the first
few days; for since I failed to mislay a code either in the
strawberry jam or in the lavatory, Messrs. The Secret Agents
soon turned their attention to more interesting cases.
One of my colleagues told me how he had locked his
clothes in his suit-case, and placed a note on top:
*You silly idiot, if I were a spy like you, do you think
I should be foolish enough to leave anything compromising
in this hotel room?'